CHAPTER VI
THROUGH   THE   ARCTIC   WINTER
The three of us who had remained at the camp where the Frith jo f landed us had plenty to do. Well do I' remember the'day we bewail our strange life in this remote region. It was August 2, 1898. The steamer was to start for Norway in the morning. This, therefore, was letter-day, and every man of us was wi'iting to family and friends at home. It is not often one si Is down, to write the last words that can be despatched for at least a year; and it is astonishing how many people one wishes to write to at such a moment, and what a lot he has to say to certain persons.
Anything but a joyful moment was it that morning when we stood upon the wind-swept plateau of Cape TegetthofF, and watched the Frithjof steam away. To go with her meant return to home, family, friends, all the comforts of life. To stay meant a long struggle against cold, darkness, and storm, lonely hours, wcarv tramps through slush and snow, yet not one of us wished to be upon the ship. Already we were